CHAPTER XIII

ON Tuesday morning he wandered off to Paddington,
hoping for a chance view of her on her way down to
Holm Oaks; but the sense of the ridiculous, on which
he had been nurtured, was strong enough to keep him
from actually entering the station and lurking about
until she came. With a pang of disappointment he
retraced his steps from Praed Street to the Park, and
once there tried no further to waylay her. He paid
a round of calls in the afternoon, mostly on her rela-
tions ; and, seeking out Aunt Charlotte, he dolorously
related his encounter in the Row. But she found it
** rather nice," and on his pressing her with his views,
she murmured that it was " quite romantic, don't you
know."

" Still, it's very hard," said Shelton; and he went
away disconsolate.

As he was dressing for dinner his eye fell on a card
announcing the " at home " of one of his own cousins.
Her husband was a composer, and he had a vague idea
that he would find at the house of a composer some
quite unusually free kind of atmosphere. After dining
at the dub, therefore, he set out for Chelsea. The
party was held in a large room on the ground-floor,
which was already crowded with people when Shelton
entered. They stood or sat about in groups with
smiles fixed on their lips, and the light from balloon-
Eke lamps fell in patches on their heads and hands and
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